232 June. 

Pleasure is said to be like a Rose in June, bright 
and transient, but not without its thorn; but if the 
pleasure be harmless, the blossoms will smell sweet 
in their decay. 

Haymaking is now become general, and in our 
rambles, our eyes fall frequently on the mowers 
at work, green swathes of newly mown grass, or 
bay-cocks ready to be borne off, exhaling a 
delicious fragrance, and reminding us of the lines 
in the “ Farmer's Boy." 

“ Hark ! where the sweeping scythe now rips along. 
Each sturdy mower emulous and strong, 

Whose writhing form meridian heat defies, 

Bends o’er his work, and every sinew tries $ 

Prostrates the waving treasure at his feet, 

But spares the rising clover, short and sweet.” 

The odour of the sweet scented vernal grass, 

( Anthoxanthum odoratum), which gives the de- 
lightful scent to the new-made hay, and “ winnows 
fragrance round the smiling land the gaiety of 
all surrounding objects, and the genial tempera- 
ture of the air, all combine to render June a period 
of delight. It is the season of roses and full blown 
flowers of joy; it is in this month that we expect 
to see “ the gardens of Gui in their bloom." The 
sweet breath of hundreds of flowers agreeably sa- 
lute the nostrils, and liberally dispense their odo- 
riferous riches around. 

“ We tread on flowers, flowers meet our every glance. 

It is the scene — the season of romance. 

The very bridal of the earth and sky.” 
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How delicately does the woodbine embalm the 
morning walk ; the air is all perfume : what in- 
ducement to leave the bed of sloth, and wander 

« Where nature’s grand romantic charms invite 
The glowing rapture of the soul refined ; 

In scenes like these the young poetic mind 
May court the dreams of fancy with delight.” 

Who would lie dissolved in senseless slumber, 
while so many breathing sweets invite him to a 
feast of fragrancy ; especially considering that the 
advancing day will exhale the volatile dainties ? 
How delightful is this fragrance 1 it is distributed 
in the nicest proportions ; neither so strong as to 
oppress the organs, nor so faint as to elude them. 

“ Oh, lovely flowers ! the earth’s rich diadem. 

Bright resurrection from her sable tomb. 

Ye are the eyes of Nature ! her best gem— 

With which she tints her face with living bloom. 
And breathes delight in gales of rich perfume ; 
Emblems ye are of Heaven, and heavenly joy, 

And starry brilliance in a world of gloom, 

Peace, innocence, and guileless infancy 
Claim sisterhood with you, and holy is the tie.” 

One can scarcely be melancholy within the at- 
mosphere of flowers, such lively hues and such de- 
licious odours, not only address themselves agree- 
ably to the senses, but with a surprising delicacy 
to the sweetest emotions of the mind. 


